GOETHE   AS   LYRIC   POET
at this time; they are easy to place in the scheme of his nature-
beliefs, and they indicate a framework within which the other
poems move. They also show the degree of agitation there is in
Goethe's Sturm und Drang condition; they are not perfect poems
but rather perfect signs of the impossibility for such a turbulent
mental condition ever to become adequately articulate.
More characteristic than what we perceive in these extremes
is the subtle intertwining of the outer world of nature and the
inner world of mind in die poetic process. We do not simply get
a picture of nature, because a mind moving out into nature and
back into itself is too clearly apparent. We are not dealing only
with subjective moods, because the poetry breathes homage to
nature, revealing its appearances and revering its powers:
Fullest wieder Busch und Tal
Still mit Nebelglanz,
Losest endlich auch einmal
Meine Seele ganz. ...
An den Mond
Der Mond von einem Wolkenhiigel
Sah klaglich aus dem Duft hervor,
Die Winde schwangen leise Fltigel,
Umsausten schauerHch mein Ohr;
Die Nacht schuf tausend Ungeheuer;
Doch frisch und frohlich war mein Mut:
Li meinen Adern welches Feuer!
In meinem Herzen welche Glut! . . .
Willkommen und Abschied
Uber alien Gipfeln
1st Ruh,
In alien Wipfeln
Spurest du
Kaum einen Hauch;
Die Vogelein schweigen im Walde.
Warte nur, balde
Ruhest du auch.              Trr    .,      ._  T 1t ,
Wanann Nachthed
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